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The chief reason for this is that the New Way is the old
original way for which Shakespeare designed his plays,3
There was nothing merely eccentric, nothing odd for the
sake of oddity. Mr, Martin-Harvey has devised a scheme
of things rich in colour and of ample variety.3 Above all the
spirit of jollity ran through the performance; there was red
blood in the veins of the old farce.4 To have a place in the
stalls on Saturday was to have tasted a surely Elizabethan
flavour. We found the presence of Christopher Sly in the
audience a great help.5 Mr. Harvey has exalted the bibulous
tinker into a most important and conspicuous personage.
Having finished his own special contribution to the stage
picture, Sly descends to the level of the stalls, and from the
seat that ordinarily might be the conductor's chair, sits first
with his page 'wife' and later with the nobleman who has
gulled him out of his senses, and drinks, and reflects the
humour of the play.6 Mr. Charles Glenny's Sly was a notable
performance,7 rolling and bibulous and rustic, a very model
of a Shakespearean clown.8
"The comedy is thus given with only one break, which
comes naturally enough at the point where Petruchio carried
Katherine off after their mad marriage.9 Even more original,
however, was the way in which the comedy was acted. What
we saw was manifestly a performance by actors for the benefit
of the bemused Sly, to be paid for out of the purse of the
young Lord.10 We had seen the troupe of players arrive in
their gaudy clothes of red and yellow.5 More than once the
players looked to the tinker for their applause, and after one
of the scenes he mounted on the stage and insisted on an
introduction to Katherina.10 We knew they were only players.
It left us free to enjoy this 'pleasant conceited historic* as
a piece of hearty fun> without bothering about its ethics or
calculating its probability or its likeness to life.5 To this end
Mr. Martin-Harvey's Petruchio is absolutely the best we have
ever had. Among other things he can move about this open
stage and do just what he wants with a grace and command
and free spirit that no other actor can quite show.1 The old
incessant artillery, like cracking the cart-horse whip, is not the
conqueror of 'Kate the Curst' at the Prince of Wales'. It
is an intellectual conquest. Mr. Martin-Harvey's Petruchio
hypnotises Katherina into reasonableness.11 His Petruchio
was a delight from beginning to end,3 a gentleman and man